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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"General Lee. Once they called us out in a cold 
Plowed field, to parade for him. He was old with frost. 
I remember our style of dress ; my dead friends last long, 
(I would have thought longer) ; and there were peaked 

women 
Who watched us march, and joked with us as they were 

trimming 
The green shoots of wild roses to eat. But these with me 
Lack what the other has — they are not so strong. 
And lost battles? — I would be prouder starving in rain 
And beaten and running every day, with General Lee, 
Than fat and warm, winning under another man." 

Alone presently, I laid myself face down 

To avoid seeing the field ; and thought of how the book 

Describes Esther; and imagined how that queen might look, 

Preferred for beauty, in her old fields red and brown. 

"I am like my step-grandfather," I thought, "and could 

Follow whatever I love, blind and bold ; 

Or go hungry and in great shame, and, for a cause, be 

proud." 
And I came to work, sad to see him so old. 



OAKLAND PIER: I918 

I had a bench in the shadow, back from the arc light 
Which burnt in the engine smoke like a coal, and colored 
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H. L. Davis 

The men's faces red, so they seemed inflamed with excite- 
ment. 
Sometimes all the engines would charge near me, with a noise 
Which shook the orange-stand there, moved the piles of dark- 
red oranges. 

I was sleepy with the cold of the winter and the past mid- 
night; 
Half asleep I heard the water of the bay; and a man's voice: 
"I remember, in China, when this army was there, 
Eighteen years ago, a Captain Abel was worse. 
He did not die, either, but went home as you are going." 

And the young soldier: "What did I say: kill?" 

The sergeant seemed not to hear him, talked on as an old man 

will 
On some subject he has thought about: "I was no recruit 

then ; 
I have soldiered for twenty-nine years, in every country. 
That is longer than you are old. You'll go home, and be like 
That man with the oranges. Marry, buy land, do well, 
And I say nothing: but do not tell me of soldiering. 
Talk of hog-killing, farmer. I am old now, 
And still quicker than your people." 

"Yes, you are a sergeant, 
You have better treatment. It is all officers with you. 
You have soldiered twenty-nine years: they consider you 

more. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

What do you know of my people ? They are quick too — 
What is this to talk about now ? You are too old ; 
And I shall be home in two days, as good as any officer." 

As the men were silent I heard the gulls following a ferry- 
boat, 

Or flying in the dark somewhere ; and when they ceased cry- 
ing and turned 

Back into the bay, their wings sounded like leaves 

Blowing from poplar trees down a road. 

I thought: "Only gulls; 

There are the engines, the red-faced men; this is Oakland 
Pier. 

I am tired now, shall I ever be sorry of the quietness 

Of the roads in light snow, the thin grass covered and cold?" 



THE OLD ARE SLEEPY 

A slow spring between two wheat-fields. High on the hill 
In the straight weeds the men walk sizing the wheat, 
Sweating through dry soft ground where wild sunflowers are. 
The wind blows dust in the faces of these old men, 
And dust is all over their faces as they ride down, 
As they ride toward the poplars about the distant house. 

Do I not know ? They will watch the green willows between 
These very fields; rest a day or two, mend roads 
Against the harvesting of this high grain ; and sleep. 
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